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The    Only    Legend, 

A     MASQUE     OF 

THE  SCARLET  PIERROT 


<dn  old  Peasant  woman  comes  by,  carrying  a  basket  of  fruit  and 
flowers  ;  she  is  tired,  and  moves  slowly  and  wearily,  she  falls  to 
the  earth,  worn  out. 

e//  Pierrot  looks  through  the  leaves  and  sees  her.  He  comes  up 
to  her  and  stands  over  her  unpityingly,  taking  "what  he  can 
carry  of  the  fruit  and  flowers.  He  moves  away  carelessly, 
eating.      He  does  not  loo\  back^. 

(Music  is  heard,  and  a  young  Peasant  comes  down  the  old 
woman's  path.  Under  his  rough  clothes  are  seen  glimpses  of 
scarlet.  He  tends  her,  giving  her  water  from  his  water-bottle, 
splashing  it  on  her  face ;  she  remains  inert,  and  he  is  troubled. 
Rising,  he  sees  the  Pierrot  in  the  distance  and  calls  to  him — 
You,  you  there.      The  Pierrot  comes  back. 

The  Peasant  (handing  him  the  bottle).      Fetch  me  some  more 
water,  quickly. 
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The  Pierrot.  Why. 

The  Peasant.  This  old  woman  ;  don't  you  see  ?  She  is  ill 
— dying  I  think. 

The  Pierrot.  Well  r 

The  Peasant.  A  little  water  may  save  her. 

The  Pierrot.  What  have  I  to  do  with  saving  her. 

The  Peasant.  But  we  can't  watch  her  die. 

The  Pierrot.  Why  not  ? 

The  Peasant.  It  would  be  cruel 

The  Pierrot.  It  would  be  less  troublesome  than  fetching 
water. 

The  Peasant  {astonished).     Who  are  you  ? 

The  Pierrot.  I  am — why  do  you  ask  r 

The  Peasant.  Have  you  no  pity  ? 

The  Pierrot.  Pity — what  is  that  ? 

The  Peasant.     No  love  ? 

The  Pierrot.  Love  !  You  are  a  fool.  What  should  a  Pierrot 
do  with  love  ? 

The  old  woman  stirs  ;  the  Peasant  kneels  beside  her  again  and  drains 
his  bottle  for  its  last  drop.  She  comes  to,  and  he  raises  her  until 
she  leans  against  his  kjiee. 

The  Woman.     Thank  'ee,  thank  'ee. 

The  Peasant.      There,  there — that's  better.      Better  ? 

The  Woman.  Thank  'ee.  What  have  you  done  with  my 
marketings  ?  I'm  going  to  market  :  sixpence  perhaps  I'll  get 
for  the  basketful.  Where  are  my  fruit  and  my  flowers  ? 
There — he's  got  them.      Who's  he  ? 

The  Peasant.  There  now,  he  shall  put  them  back.  You — 
put  them  back  in  the  basket. 

The  Pierrot.      I  want  them  for  myself. 

The  Peasant.     You  put  them  back  or — 

The  Pierrot  (sullenly).  Very  well — but  it  is  foolish  to  waste 
them  on  an  old  woman. 
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The  Peasant.     What  do  you  mean  r — They  are  hers. 

The  Pierrot.     What  does  that  matter  ?    I    wanted   them — 
they  are  pretty. 

The  Peasant.  Have  you  a  heart  ? 

The  Pierrot.  No. 

The  Peasant.  You  poor  Pierrot. 

The  Pierrot.  What  do  you  mean  : 

The  Peasant.  Not  to  love  anybody.      Fancy. 

The  Pierrot.  Nobody   has  loved   since    the  Scarlet  Pierrot 

went  away.   He  loved.  That  was  a  thousand  years  ago — more. 

The  Peasant.  Nobody  ! — nonsense. 

The  Pierrot.  No  Pierrot. 

The  Peasant.  I  see.     And  who  was  the  Scarlet  Pierrot  ? 

The  Pierrot.  Who — r      Do  you  come  from  earth  r 

The  Peasant.  Of  course. 

The  Pierrot.  Then  you  wouldn't  know — wait. 

The  Pierrot  gives  a  long  shrill  whistle,  and  the  cloaked  figures  rise 
and  drop  their  cloaks.  They  are  Pierrot  folk  of  all  ages.  Some 
have  flutes,  pipes,  and  so  on.  They  come  up  to  the  three  and  sit 
in  a  large  semicircle  round  them,  facing  the  audience. 

The  Pierrot     These  people  are  from  earth. 

There  is  a  murmur  oj  surprise 

This  man  wants  to  know  if  Pierrot  folk  low:. 

There  is  laughter  from  them  all. 

And  he  wants  to  know  "who  was  the  Scarlet 
Pierrot. 

Ml  the  laughter  stops  ;  they  look,  out  in  front  oj  them  wistfully,  and 
b<m  their  heads  sadly. 

There — he    doesn't    know    who     the    Scarlet 
Pierrot  was.      Shall  we  tell  him.      Shall  we  ; 
They  all  whisper  together 
Mi.      Yes,   yes. 
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The  musicians  play,  some  dance,  then  some  take  up  the  music,  singing 

In  Pierrot  land  a  thousand  years  ago 
There  lived  a  proud  adventurous  Pierrot. 

He  was  as  all  were,  save  that  he  would  muse 
In  lonely  ways  as  listening  for  strange  news. 

He  said  that  all  the  Pierrot  folk  were  lost, 
Being  as  brown  leaves  broken  in  the  frost 

And  that  they  must  as  dead  folk  go  their  ways 
Till  some  new  thing  should  quicken  them  to  praise. 

And  he  would  watch  the  pear  blossom  ablow 
Wherein  the  April  bees  went  to  and  fro, 

Or  in  the  clover  fields  of  June  would  lie 
And  count  the  swallows  wheeling  in  the  sky, 

And  ever  was  the  burden  of  his  thought — 
"What  is  this  thing,  that  lacking,  we  are  nought  ?" 

Till  once  upon  his  lonely  travelling 

He  found  a  girl  who  answered  him  this  thing, 

A  girl  of  earth,  and  though  he  strove  to  tell 
This  wonder  to  the  folk,  it  was  not  well. 

For  none  could  hear,  yet  all  in  envy  grew 
Of  this  that  he  alone  among  them  knew. 

He  was  as  none  had  been,  and,  being  as  none, 
They  hated  him  for  this  that  he  had  won. 

They  cursed  his  gentleness,  and  all  the  mild 
Behaviour  of  his  traffic  they  reviled. 

And  time  was  when  he  led  this  messenger 
To  marrying,  for  his  great  love  of  her. 

And  the  folk  in  the  jealous  anger  on  them  laid 
Met  at  the  marriage  hour  and  slew  the  maid. 
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He  watched  his  girl  die,  and  one  scarlet  stain 
Of  blood  was  all  the  token  of  her  pain, 

One  scarlet  spot  upon  his  linen  white 

That  grew  and  grew  and  turned  the  whole  to  bright 

Fury  of  scarlet  as  he  knew  her  dead. 

And  then  they  scourged  and  cast  him  out  and  led 

Their  lives  unchanged,  and  knew  not  any  whit 
Of  loving  more  than  they  had  known  of  it. 

They  drave  him  out  a  thousand  years  ago 
Clad  in  his  scarlet  dress,  alas,  Pierrot. 

The  Pierrot.     There,  now  you  know  who  he  was. 
The  Peasant.     And  what  happened  to  him  afterwards  ? 

The  Pierrot.  Nobody  knows.  It  is  said  that  he  never  died. 
It  is  even  said  that  the  girl  did  not  die,  but  that  he  went  back 
to  earth  with  her.  But  nobody  knows.  They  were  wrong 
to  send  him  away.  We  do  not  love,  but  it  might  have  been 
a  good  thing  to  learn.      They  were  wrong. 

The  Peasant.      Yes. 

The  Pierrot.  Nobody  knows  about  him,  but  we  believe 
many  things. 

The  Peasant.     What. 

The  Pierrot.      You  see  that  tree 

Ihe  Peasant.      Yes 

The  Pierrot.  It  is  said  that  once  since  he  was  driven  out  he 
has  returned,  many  ages  afterwards.  Nobody  knew  him  till 
he  had  gone  again,  but  he  planted  a  seed.  It  grew  into  that 
tree  :  it  has  never  borne  leaf  or  blossom. 

The  Peasant.      That  is  strange. 

The  Pierrot.  A  little  strange  perhaps.  We  believe  that 
some  day  the  tree  will  blossom,  and  that  when  it  does  he  will 
come  back  again. 

The  Peasant.      You  really  believe  that  ? 
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The  Pierrot.  Well  !  we  say  we  do.  I  think  so.  Yes,  of 
course  we  do. 

The  Peasant.     When  do  you  think  it  will  blossom  ? 

The  Pierrot.     Oh  !  not  while  we  are  alive — afterwards. 

The  Peasant.  I  see.  Would  you  like  it  to  blossom  while 
you  are  alive  ? 

The  Pierrot.  Yes,  certainly.  Once  a  year  we  meet  to  ask 
that  it  shall  blossom  soon.  That  has  been  a  custom  since  it 
grew. 

The  ^Peasant.      But  do  you  really  wish  it. 

The  Pierrot.  Yes,  I  think  so.  We  don't  ask  ourselves 
questions  like  that.  At  least,  not  often.  We  have  no  time. 
(impatiently)  Yes,  of  course  we  wish  it. 

The  Peasant.  Will  you  let  this  old  woman  rest  with  you  a 
little  while  ?      She  is  tired  and  hungry. 

The  Pierrot.     Why  should  we  r 

ML     Why  r     Why  ? 

The  Pierrot.      It  would  do  us  no  good. 

Ml.      None.      No  good. 

The  Peasant  (lifting  the  woman  up).  You  do  not  want  the 
tree  to  blossom. 

The  Pierrot.     That  is  blasphemy  against  the  Scarlet  Pierrot. 

The  Peasant.      It  is  truth. 

The  Pierrot.      You  shall  be  beaten — you  are  a  rogue. 

They  beat  him. 

The  Peasant.      You  do  not  want  the  tree  to  blossom.      You 
lie  to  yourselves.      You  shall  see. 
The  Pierrot.     See  what  r 

The  Peasant  looks  at  them  gravely  for  a  moment  but  does  not  spea\. 
Then  he  turns  and  slowly  ivalkj  away  with  the  old  Peasant 
woman,  carrying  her  basket,  she  leaning  on  his  arm.  All  watch 
them  go. 

The  Pierrot.     What  did  he  mean  ? 
Ml  (to  each  other)     What  did  he  mean  r 
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They  look  at  each  other  for  a  moment,  perplexed.      Then  suddenly 
they   break   out  into  peals  of  cold,  heartless  laughter,  and  some 
*■  begin  a  light,  cruel  music.      They  dance  off,  some  of  them,  old 
and  weak^,  following  slowly,  uncared  for. 

One  Pierrot  stays  behind  on  a  stone  seat,  a  large  square  con- 
struction within  columns,  a  kind  of  chair  oj  ceremony.  Another 
Pierrot  and  a  Pierrette  are  left  alone  as  the  others  go.  He  kisses 
her  roughly  and  leads  her  towards  the  seat,  she  afraid  of  him. 
As  they  come  up  to  the  seat  they  are  confronted  by  the  Pierrot  zvho 
has  been  hidden  from  them  hy  a  column.  He  seizes  the  Pierrette's 
wrist,  drawing  her  towards  him.  He  kisses  her,  throzvs  her  aside; 
she  falls  on  to  the  seat,  and  the  two  Pierrots  are  face  to  face.  One 
strikes  the  other  across  the  mouth  ;  they  seize  sticks,  fight  fiercely. 
The  Pierrot  from  the  seat  beats  his  rival  to  the  ground,  leaving 
him  there  motionless.  He  stands  laughing  over  him,  and  turns 
back  i0  the  Pierrette  ;  she  is  dazed  and  terrified.  He  lifts  her 
up  and  carries  her  a  little  way  in  the  direction  of  the  crowd's 
passing.     He  lays  her  at  his  feet,  and  cries  out : — 

I  have  made  her  mine  by  my  shoulder's  weight, 
And  there  of  my  might  he  lies  the  token, 

He  coveted  her  for  his  wedding  mate. 
As  a  twig  in  the  cart-rut  he  lies  broken. 

Come  out,  come  out,  with  book  and  bell, 
And  give  me  the  wedding  word  to  say. 

He  struck  ill,  and  I  struck  well. 
And  she  is  my  chosen  wage  to-day. 

<A  ^Pierrot,  as  in  authority,  comes  out  to  him.      They  stand  with 
the  Pierrette  lying  between  them. 

The  blaster  Pierrot.      You  cry  your  claim. 

The  Pierrot.      I  claim  Pierrette. 

The  Master  Pierrot.     And  in  what  name  ? 

The  Pierrot.     The  eyelids  set 

On  him  who  sought 
To  master  me. 
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The  Master  Pierrot  (looking  at  the  prostrate  Pierrot). 
Pierrette    is    bought, 
Your  will  shall  be. 

He  calls  back  to  the  people,  who  come  out  as  he  speaks. 

Come  all  with  carol  and  with  flute, 
With  pipe  and  horn  and  flagolet, 

Let  no  lip  on  this  day  be  mute 

When  Pierrot  takes  to  wife  Pierrette. 

Sing  praise  to  the  prevailing  hand 
Till  time  devise  its  overthrow. 

Let  song  be  loud  upon  the  land 
To  celebrate  Pierrot,  Pierrot. 

Pierrot  who  struck  his  brother  well, 
And  sent  him  to  so  sound  a  sleep, 

Give  him  his  wedding-word  to  tell 
And  make  the  wage  his  own  to  keep. 

The  musicia?:s  play  while  others  sing 

To  the  strong,  to  the  strong 

Be  the  garners  that  flow 
And  the  wine  and  the  song 

And  the  praise  of  Pierrot. 
Let  the  hand  that  can  break 

Gather  all  that  it  may, 
And  whoso  can  take 

Bear  the  treasure  away. 

Crush  the  fruit  if  you  can 

To  the  core  of  its  juice, 
Crush  the  heart  of  a  man 

If  his  blood  be  of  use, 
Tread  hard  on  the  road 

Spare  none  as  you  go — 
Upon  such  is  bestowed 

The  praise  of  Pierrot. 
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You  have  broken  him  down, 

And  we  pledge  you  in  song. 
And  we  cry  your  renown. 

Come  along,  come  along. 
To  you  was  the  pride 

Of  the  faring  to-day. 
To  you  be  the  bride 
To  use  as  you  may. 
Js  they  are  singing  the  Pierrot  lifts  the  Pierrette  up  ;  she  walks 
with  him,  a  poor  broken  prize.      The  Master  Pierrot  leads  them 
towards   the   seat,   the  others  following.     As  they  move  up  the 
hurt  Pierrot  turns,  lifting  his  hands  to  them  for  help  ;  they  pass 
him  by.      The  Master  Pierrot  stands  by  the  seat,  with  the  two  in 
front  of  him  ;  the  others  look  on  in  a  group  on  their  left.      The 
Pierrot  watches  the  sobbing  Pierrette,  cruelly,  without  pity.      The 
bare  tree  on  the  right  of  the  seat  is  in  full  view  of  all. 
The  Master  Pierrot  [formally).      Is  there  one  among  you   all 
who  claims  this  Pierrette  ? 
The  Pierrot.      I  claim  her. 

The  Master  Pierrot.      She   is   claimed.      You    hear.       Does 
any  man  among  you  question  his  claim  \ 

The  Hurt  Pierrot  {feebly  raising  himself).      I— I — 
The  Master  Pierrot.     A  challenge.      Dare  you  make  it  good 
with  your  strength  ? 

The  Hurt  Pierrot.        I — I — He  falls  bac\  exhausted,  derided 
by  the  crowd. 
'  The  Master  Pierrot.      And   an}'  other  among  you  ? 
The  Crowd.      No  !   No  !   His  claim  is  good. 

The  Master  Pierrot  (ascending  step  and  turning  formally  towards 
them).     Then — 

The  tree  breaks  into  blossom.  Everyone  sees  it,  utterly  astonished. 
Around  them  the  Scarlet  Pierrot  music  is  heard,  aud  he  is  seen  in 
the  distance,  coming  towards  them,  scarlet  from  head  to  foot. 
He  comes  silently  up  to  them,  and  stands  beneath  the  tree. 
No-one  moves  or  speaks.  He  loo\s  at  them  steadih;  there  is  a 
moment ' s  silence. 
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The  Scarlet  Pierrot.  Your  tree  has  blossomed.  Are  you 
glad  ?  (a  pause)  You  do  not  answer.  I  have  come.  Are  you 
glad?      What,  not  a  word?      {a  pause). 

The  Pierrette  {moves  towards  him  and  kneels  before  him).  Can 
you  help  me  ? 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.     What  is  your  trouble? 

The  Pierrette.      I  do  not  know ;  I  am  unhappy. 

The  Master  Pierrot  {coming  down  to  them).  This  is  nonsense; 
she  has  been  won. 

The  Pierrot.      Yes,  she  belongs  to  me. 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.  Won  ?  Belongs  to  you  ?  (as  though 
talking  to  himself)   Do  you  want  to  hear  me  ?  I  wonder. 

The  Master  Pierrot.     To  hear  what  ? 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.     To  be  told  a  simple  thing. 

The  Pierrot.     What  ? 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.     That  love  is  good. 

The  Master  Pierrot.      Love  !      That  is  a  legend. 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.      It  is  the  only  legend — Love  is  good. 

The  Pierrette  {rising)      Love  is  good — I  know  now,  I   know. 

The  Pierrot.      Come — You  belong  to  me. 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.      You  are  wrong,  she  belongs  to  love. 

The  Pierrot.  What  are  you  talking  about  ?  You  shall  be 
beaten.      Moves  up  to  him  threatingly. 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.      Yes,  you  have  said  that  before. 

The  Pierrot.      Before  ? 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.     To-day. 

The  Pierrot.     To-day  ? 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.     And  a  thousand  years  ago. 

The  Master  Pierrot.     This  fellow  is  mad. 

The  Pierrot.      Come — beat    him,    break    him. 

The  crowd  makes  towards  him. 
The  Pierrette  {defending  him)      You  shall  not. 
The  Scarlet  Pierrot.      Let  them,  my  child. 

H 
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The  Pierrette  {pleading,  to  the  Pierrot).  Don't  you  under- 
stand ?  Can't  you  feel  that  there  is  something  to  learn  ? 
Love  is  good. 

The  Pierrot  {puzzled).      Love  is  good. 

"The  Pierrette  {eagerly).      It  is  the  only  legend. 

The  Pierrot  looks  at  the  hurt  Pierrot.  As  though  in  spite  of  himself 
he  goes  to  him  and  kneels  by  him.  He  calls — bring  me  some 
water.  //  is  brought  to  him.  He  bathes  his  face  and  lifts  him 
to  his  feet.  Still  as  though  not  realising  what  he  is  doing,  he 
leads  him  up  to  the  Scarlet  Pierrot,  and  stands  staring  at  him. 

The  Pierrot.     Love  is  good — that  is  strange,  strange. 

The  Master  Pierrot  {taking  him  roughly  by  the  shoulder).  Are 
you  mad  as  well  !     Would   you    be    beaten    for  no  wits  too  ? 

The  crowd  moves  angrily. 

The  Pierrot.      It  is  the  only  legend. 

The  Hurt  Pierrot  (feebly  but  exultingly).  I  have  it  ;  why 
has  no  one  told  us  of  this  before  ?  {To  his  fellow) — You 
helped  me.      That  is  a  new,  strange  thing. 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot  {taking  the  Pierrette 's  hand.  He  leads  them 
to  the  step,  placing  her  between  the  Pierrots.)  You  will  teach 
them  all.  There  are  three  of  you,  that  is  enough.  Say  it — 
together. 

The  Three.     Love  is  good — It  is  the  only  legend. 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.     Go,  back  to  your  city — tell  everybod) — 
three  of  you — strong,  fearless  now.      You  are  enough. 
They  go,  dowi  towards  the  city.      The  Pierrot  moves  back  towards 

the  tree,  watching  them.      The  crowd  is  silent,  perplexed. 

The  Master  Pierrot.  That  is  very  clever  of  you,  isn't  it  ? 
To  make  three  mad  people  among  us. 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot.  They  will  make  you  all  mad,  very 
soon,  mad  as  great  kings  of  love. 

The  Master  Pierrot.     1  do  not  understand  at  all. 
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The  Scarlet  Pierrot.  It  is  no  matter;  you  will  understand. 
There  are  three  measures  of  leaven  among  vou.  It  is  enough  ; 
already  it  is  working. 

The  old  Peasant  woman  comes  down  the  path  again.  She  passes 
in  front  oj  them  all,  and  again  she  falls  to  the  earth,  worn  out. 
The  Master  Pierrot  goes  to  her,  not  quite  sure  of  himself  .  He 
stands  over  her,  loohjng  at  her  curiously;  then  he  speaks. 

The  Master  Pierrot.  I  think  that  perhaps  someone  should 
help  her.  Some  water  I  think.  {Several  of  them  run  for  pitchers, 
which  they  bring,  offering  to  tend  her.  He  stops  them).  I  think 
perhaps  I  will  see  to  this.  {He  takes  a  pitcher  and  gives  her  water, 
kneeling.  She  looks  up — he  rises,  drops  the  pitcher  and  speaks). 
It  is  the  only  legend. 

The  Scarlet  Pierrot  {not  moving  from  his  tree).  Leave  her,  I 
will  see  her  on  her  way. 

The  Master  Pierrot  {turning  to  the  c roved  speaking  very  quietly, 

wondering  at  himself).      Love — 

All  (slowly).     Love  is  good — It  is  the  only  legend. 

They  all  go,  the  Scarlet  Pierrot  music  with  them,  their  voices  measured 
softly  to  it.  The  old  woman  rises,  her  back  to  the  audience.  The 
Scarlet  Pierrot  watches  them  till  they  have  passed  out  of  sight.  He 
comes  to  the  woman,  facing  her.  She  drops  her  ragged  cloak  and 
turns.  She  is  young,  beautiful. 
The  Scarlet  Pierrot.      A  thousand  years,  ten  thousand,  but  it 

comes.      (They  move  away  together). 

The  Pierrot  people  pass  by  again  to  a  light  merry  music,  the  older 
folk_  behind  with  others  helping  them.  The  Scarlet  Pierrot  and 
the  girl  watch  them  pass  — then  they  too  go. 


The      End      of     the     Masque. 
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